THEY   GO   HOME

"Well," said Mr. Pearson, picking up his pencil
"that's three down, doubled-three hundred to us.
Simple honours to you, eighteen. Didn't do badly that
time, eh? partner? Must make something while we can.
Tee-tee-tee-tee-tee."

"Isn't he dreadful?'3 cried Mrs. Pearson. "And you're
nearly as bad, my dear, you're encouraging him. You
see what it is, playing against my husband, Miss Verever,
He's a dreadful man. Never mind? we'll do better next
time, won't wre?"

"But was it necessary to go Three Spades?" Miss
Verever inquired bitterly.

"Well, wasn't it? Oh, do tell me if it wasn't. When
you'd gone One, you see, and I had some spades, I
thought we might win the rubber if we played the
spades. If you think I did anything wrong, Miss Verever,
don't be afraid of telling me, because I know you're
ever so much better than I am. Should I have played
that King first?"

Miss Verever drew a deep breath, but Mrs. Dersing-
ham was too quick for her. "Oh, don't let's have post-
mortems/' she cried. "Whose deal is it? Mine, isn't it?"

"I suppose Mr. Dersingham will come up when he
gets back, won't he?" said Mrs. Pearson, who never
failed to snatch at any little opportunity for a chat.
"He's late, isn't he? It must be so tiring for him, poor
man. We know what it is, don't we?"

"We do," replied her husband. "At least I do, my
dear. Tee-tee-tee-tee-tee."

"He used to work terribly late sometimes out in
Singapore/' Mrs. Pearson explained. "Night after
night, sometimes in the hot season, too/*

"Couldn't grumble though," said Mr. Pearson. "It